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Safeguard your and your Baby’s
Health with

NEWBAUER’S MILK
Call for Prompt Delivery Service
PHONE FULTON 9071
1201 East Herman Ave.

The Wehner Roofing &

Tinning Company
DR. LEON DEGER, ’10
Fidelity Building
Dayton, Ohio

and
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Metal

Weather

Compliments
f

Compliments of

Beigel Jewelers, Inc.

0
18 South Main, at Market

and Opticians
4 East Third St.

We specialize in all types of Roofing, including factory Built-up Roofs,
Spouting, Furnace Repairing, Carpenter Work, Oak Flooring, House PaintStripping.
In business in Dayton 82 Years

than 5% Butterfat

Dayton’s Leading Optometrists

833 South Ludlow, Dayton, Ohio

ing,

Our Baby’s milk contains not less

N. L. LE MONTREE

Fulton 3751

SHERMAN WHITE &
HE-2552

COMPANY

FUlton 8791

DAYTON, OHIO

Martin E. Beigel, ’34

Ask Your Grocer for

Compliments of

Loose-Wiles Biscuit Co.
Green & Green Bakery, Dayton, Ohio

Bakers of
SUNSHINE BISCUITS

THE

John T, Barlow Co,
WHOLESALE

and
EDGEMONT PRODUCTS

DRY GOODS
@ NOTIONS

Compliments of

Transportation

THE H. SCHRIBER
SHEET METAL CO.
Slate, Tile and Composition

The Greenville-Dayton
Transportation Co.
Safe, Dependable and Economical

Always Rich, Tender, Delicious

Built Up Roofers
Mechanical Warm Air Heating and
Ventilating

Third and Sears Streets

GENERAL SHEET METAL
CONTRACTORS

DAYTON, OHIO

306 and 308 Washington Street
FUlton 5491

FLORSHEIM
Shoes for Met

H. OFFICE and BRO.
Wholesale Fruits and Vegetables
Dayton, Ohio
PHONE FULTON 5137

|
THE
LAUREL BISCUIT CO.

Now Most Styles $8.00

BELDEN SHOES
Companion Line to Florsheim

Bakers of

LAUREL CRACKERS
AND CAKES

$4.00 and $5.00

BAYNHAMSHCECO.
The Florsheim Store

SHOES

44 W. Third St.

Dayton, Ohio
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Don’t make a mistake in the name,
only one

Bernhard Bros. Blends

F.G, MEVER

For Cup
Quality

ROASTERS OF HIGH-GRADE COFFEES

JEWELER
32 S. Ludlow St. Arcade

Jobbers of Teas and Spices
You cannot afford to pass us by when in the market

Agent for

ASK YOUR GROCER

BERNHARD BROS.—Pine and Marshall Sts., Dayton, Ohio

Gruen Watches

$
&

+

Government Inspected Meats—Made in Dayton

FOCKE’S
A full line of Watches, Clocks,

Diamonds, Silverware

and Ivory Goods

Quality Meats
FIFTH STREET BRANCH
1004-1006 East Fifth St, DAYTON, OHIO

FINE WATCH REPAIRING

Oscar F. Focke, Manager

Phone ADams 7611

Hotel and Restaurant Supply
Packing House East Springfield St.
PHONE—FUulton 2138

Buckeye
Barbers Supply Co.
Is the place to buy Razors, Strops,
Hair Tonic, Toilet Water, Perfumes,
Pocket Knives, Shears, Hair Brushes,
Combs, Etc.

CLARENCE S. WIGGIM

No. 214 East Third Street
Opp. Public Library

Reputation
FOR TWO GENERATIONS WE HAVE SATISFIED THE
DESIRES OF THE ICE CREAM LOVERS IN
OHIO WITH A FAMOUS ICE CREAM.

She and You—
will find immense
stocks to choose
from, consistently
low prices and a
square deal if you
buy your furniture

SELL THIS BRAND THAT IS KNOWN TO BE GOOD

TELLING’S
ICE CREAM
Ge

at

HENRY BURKHARDT
PACKING CO.
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PORK AND BEEF PACKERS
AND SAUSAGE MFGRS.

Packing House and Office
235 S. Irwin Street
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HUMAN DESTROYERS
There are many men to-day, who hold their heads

up high in respectable communities, who naturally
would not think of destroying human life, but who
strangely do not hesitate, but rather seem to take
pleasure in busying themselves with destroying the
reputation of those who do them no harm. They
seem to be ignorant, or to have forgotten that the
commandment “Thou shart not bear false witness
against thy neighbor!” forbids the wrecking of reputations of fellowmen.
And strange to say, how eager men will hearken
to these wreckers of reputations, men who are big
otherwise, but small when it comes to hearkening,

to believing, and to acting upon statements which
are not facts, distortions which are not truth.

It

matters not that the injured one denies the false
allegations; it helps not one iota that the fairminded brand the accusations as false. The world
is filled to overflowing with men, yea leaders of
men, who will believe anything—provided it is derogatory to the character of another.
There is no need for a better understanding, for “If
I knew you and you knew me—if both of us could
clearly see, and with an inner sight, divine the meaning of your heart and mine—I’m sure that we would
differ less and clasp our hands in friendliness; our
thoughts would pleasantly agree—if I knew you and

you knew me.”

ENCOURAGEMENT
Learn to speak a word of encouragement.

It

costs little, but helps so much the souls that hunger

for appreciation in the face of criticism, ingratitude,
and disappointment. Such a one bares his soul when

he utters the cry:
I know I make some bad mistakes, and that I

must pay the cost;
I know that the tears will dim my eyes, when
I see the friends I’ve lost.
I know when Ifail to gain my point, and | must
give up my plan,
I shall not need to wait very long to witness
the sneers of man.

But what I want above other things, and before life’s work is wrought,
Is to meet some true, good fellowman, who

himself has battles fought,
Who knows just what heartaches men endure,
as they struggle in my place,
And who offers me—while others sneer—kind

words and a smiling face.
A man of that type—God bless his kind !—is
worth a true hero’s crown.
Cowards can sneer; truly great souls dare to be

good to a man who’s down.
Flowers around the casket always arrive too late!

Speak the good word !—or say it with flowers—but
send them NOW!
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THE STUDY OF LATIN AND GREEK
In teaching, perhaps more than in any other human enterprise, it is the letter that kills and the
spirit that quickens. The slavish grind over the
forms of Latin and Greek, for instance, will quickly
and deservedly kill the taste for those classical studies, even though a knowledge of such forms is necessary for an understanding of the language. Let a
teacher give the impression that such is the princi-

pal aim of the work in hand, and it not only is foredoomed to failure, but what is worse, the student

will have acquired a wrong and injurious attitude
toward all classical studies. But let the teacher take
his Tacitus or Cicero or Augustine or Homer or
Chrysostum and present him to his students as an
extraordinary document, rich in content, beautiful

in form, highly perfect in construction, a document
which when understood will be stimulating to the
imagination, instructive to the mind, useful in the

comprehension of many things, and genuinely practical in the business of daily living, and a knowledge
of the forms will becomeatrifling hurdle leaped
over with ease and with eagerness.—The Catholic
Educational Review.
WILL OR SCHNOZZLE
Jimmy Durante is the film actor with the big
nose, while Will Durant is the self-confessed philosopher with the big mouth.
Will Durant was in Buffalo last Thursday. Wisdom fell from his lips like saliva from the mouth of
an English setter on a hot day. He settled all the
grave economic, social, biological, cosmological,
anthropological, and historical questions of moment

with one sweep of his hand. He enthroned Confucius as the greatest thinker of all time, and threw
poor old Socrates in the wastebasket. He canonized

Voltaire and anathematized Aristotle.

He made

Newton the greatest of scientists, and put a halo of
glory around the ears of Charles Darwin.
The farther that Will Durant gets away from
home, the cleverer he becomes.

He isa great talker

before Babbitt Clubs and Teachers’ Colleges.

His

air of conviction delights audiences who do not

know whether he is discussing philosophy or the
itch bacillus. This, of course, makes him authority and a luminary on all subjects except the ones

about which he is talking.
At any rate, Durante was in Buffalo and the signs
point to a decreased tax rate, lower prices from Iroquois Gas, the success of the CWA movement, and
whiskey at a dollar a quart because of his coming.
Such is fame !—Catholic Union and Times.
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THE NEED FOR A LAY APOSTOLATE
One of our contemporaries says an assistant in a
parish in the city of Denver has the enviable record
of eighty converts to the Church in two years. The
record for converts in the United States is one and
one-half converts per priest according to statistics.

If this be true, a great many of us have not even one
convert to our credit. In our own city, parishes
have one to perhaps fifteen or twenty a year. We
fear we do not open the way properly for those out-

side the fold to get acquainted with us. The fault
always is not to be laid at the door of the priest.
There is a big field for a lay apostolate to prepare
the paths, as John the Baptist did in the wilderness.

Our Catholic people can do much by example and
otherwise to draw non-Catholics to Christ. NonCatholics avoid contact with the priest, but our
Catholic people in offices and workshops could do much
to make their non-Catholic workers acquainted with
the priest. Invite them to some of our Catholic exer-

cises.—True Voice.
PRACTICAL ENGLISH
The committee on Standards in English at Purdue University has announced a new method of de-

termining a student’s ability in English, whereby
samples will be taken of each upper-classman’s composition in his various courses, the student not
knowing from what class the sample will be taken.

Those whose composition is unsatisfactory will
be given a chance to submit a specimen of their
writing. This proving unsatisfactory, they will be
enrolled in a special class in English. If they fail
to show improvement in this class, the committee
will recommend that those who are juniors not be
advanced to senior standing, and that if seniors they
not be graduated.

It is made plain that the committee will act as a
clinic, and that its purpose is to diagnose cases and
to make recommendations which will help those
who are deficient in the essentials of proper English.
Purdue students are indeed fortunate that the
university has formulated such requirements for
their benefit. One of the greatest assets to success

is the ability to use clear and concise English. Even
though in rare cases it might not be a brand of education, it is indeed a mark of culture. It is not fitting that any student should graduate from an in-

stitution of higher learning without an adequate
knowledge of the English language, and above all
the ability to put it to proper use——Indiana Daily

Student.

S.O.S., 41-46 N.; 50-14 W. “TITANIC”
e By Jim Brown
S. O. S., waved the wireless wail that
fateful night twenty-two years ago. It

has haunted Jim all these years, for
Jim was born the night the Trranic
went down. Read his graphic story!

inevitably be found on ocean liners.

They pursue

their prey with the avidity characteristic of their

fellow scavengers, the gulls.

In passing, every soul

aboard the ship felt secure in the magnificent, pre-

HE forty-six thousand ton, triple-screw
steamer Titanic sailed from Southhampton on
her maiden voyage, April 10, 1912. She was the
largest and grandest ship afloat, and 2,201 persons

had fought for passage on this, her first voyage.
Among the celebrities to secure first-class accommodations were Col. John Jacob Astor and his beautiful young bride Madeleine; Major Archibald Butt,
military aide to President William Howard Taft;
Millet, the painter; John B. Thayer, vice-president
of the Pennsylvania Railroad; and the millionaire
sportsman, Harry Widener.
Designed by Carlisle, built in Harland & Wolff’s
Belfast yards, the Titanic was literally a floating
palace, was capable of twenty-three knots, and was
so constructed through a network of air-tight com-

partments as to be called “unsinkable.”

possessing hulk of the Titanic. Death—sudden and
violent—was far from their minds.
First Officer Murdoch received first intimation,

that the path of the Titanic was fraught with danger, when he received messages from Wireless Operator Bride to the effect that the steamer Californian was locked in an ice floe, helpless, not many

miles from the 7ttanic’s path. Other messages immediately followed from the Olympic and the Baltic.
All were to the effect that icebergs had been sighted
dangerously near, and that fields of floating ice were
everywhere to be seen.

The messages were communicated to Captain
Smith, white-bearded veteran in charge of the ship,
and to J. Bruce Ismay, managing director of the
line, who was also a passenger.
There was no order given for reduced speed, nor

She was

even for added caution, and the Titanic charged

the pride of the British merchant-marine and the

wildly, gallantly through the bitter cold, serenely

White Star Line, and looked her station that crisp
April day, just twenty-two years ago, when she
pointed her prow seaward. ‘This was to be an

quiet north Atlantic.
High in the crow’s nest, Lookout Frederick Fleet
kept his vigil, his weather-beaten face haggard and

epochal record-breaking voyage, and thousands of
spectators gave her a rousing send-off, while those
aboard thriled with the thought that they had been

ship’s engines, and an occasional peal of happy

permitted to take part in the event.

laughter from one of the cabins on “A” deck. Then,

The night of April 14, 1912, the Vitanic’s screws
were turning 75 revolutions per minute, and the
giant ocean greyhound was well on her way to i
record crossing. The night was beautiful—starlit.
The sea was calm, but few passengers were on deck
due to the fact that it was bitter cold. First Officer
Murdoch was on the bridge. In his frost-bitten
hands rested the fate of over 2,000 souls, as well as
a cargo estimated at nearly one million dollars.
The passengers—those that had not already retired—were engaged in various activities below deck.
Some were at social games of cards, while several

of the men were in the saloon engaged in not-sosocial cards. These blue-blooded thoroughbreds
played for high stakes, and found many takers
among the sundry professional gamblers that must

drawn, as he peered out into the night.

All was

quiet save the steady, monotonous rumble of the

like a vast, white shroud, a huge shapeless bulk
reared its certain disaster directly in the path of the
Titanic. ‘The Lookout stared in breathless awe! It

was so big! so close !—inevitable
!
He sprang to the alarm and frantically sounded
three bells: “Something dead ahead!” He grabbed
the telephone and called Murdoch: “Iceberg! Dead
ahead!”

Murdoch telegraphed the engine room: “Danger!”
Officers shouted. Bells clanged. The indicator
swung to “Stop!” then to “Full speed astern!”
Hichens, at the wheel, tugged frantically, and the
great prow of the vessel slowly swung to port, but

too late! The monster berg was upon them.
There was a slight shock, followed by a rending
noise, an immediate list to port, and great chunks
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of ice fell to the deck as the 7itanic slowly came to
a stop. It was 11:40 o’clock!
Captain Smith, who had been partaking of a late
lunch, hurried anxiously to the bridge and learned
from his First Officer what had happened. He ordered the water-tight compartments closed, and
commanded the officers to go among the passengers
and see that panic be averted.
Indeed, this last was unnecessary, as the passen-

gers felt more confidence in the ship than did the
seamen themselves. ‘I‘hey fondly believed her unsinkable. Some refused to go on deck. Some even
refused to get out of bed, while still others in the
saloon continued uninterruptedly at their card
game.
The first intimation that there might be real danger, came when all passengers were ordered into
lifeboats. Pandemonium broke, and it required several pistol shots, some deliberately into the air and

others ominously and even tragically low, to enforce the unwritten law, “Women and children

first!”
Below deck, brave engineers and stokers fought a
valiant but losing struggle against the onrushing sea.

The sharp ice and force of contact had slashed a
gaping tear in the vessel’s side. Many of the airtight compartments had been slashed, and the water

burst in unabated.
Word was flashed to the bridge that the Titanic’s
hurt was mortal. She was doomed! Still the engineers battled, never deserting a furnace until the
water had risen so high that there was danger of an
explosion. ‘Than the ashes were scraped out, the
compartment deserted, another door locked
—an-

other furnace to be fed.
Heat meant power! power for the pumps, the lights,
and for what was of vastly more importance
—the tiny blue spark in the Marconi room!
“S. O. S.—S. O. S.—C. Q. D., TITANIC.”
As the vessel’s list became greater, and her prow
lowered more and more into the water, it became
evident to the passengers that the ship had not long

to live, and they made for the lifeboats. Then was
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it first known that there were not near enough of
these. But half of the ship’s passengers could be
accommodated. The last boat was lowered.
1600 persons stood on the Titanic’s decks, and

watched this last tie that linked them with life
slowly sever, as the men at the oars pulled steadily
so that they would not be caught in the suction that
would follow the final plunge of the great ship they

had so recently quitted.
1600 persons about to die! Destruction inevitable!

Col. John Jacob Astor stood side by side with his
friend, the gallant Major Butt. They listened rev‘ erently as the ship’s string orchestra played “Nearer
My God to Thee.”
Panic seized many, and they plunged overboard
into the icy water. Others were feverishly fashioning rafts from piles of deck chairs. Others prayed.
There was hoarse shouting and a constant hiss of
steam.

A God-delivered momentary hush! A single shot
split the air, and the body of First Officer Murdoch toppled from the bridge and fell grotesquely
to the deck.

He had shot himself!

Captain Smith—like a true commander—stuck to
his post. The others waited...
Those half-frozen, fear-stricken souls in the lifeboats watched from a safe distance, the death

struggle of the Titanic. They heard a phantom orchestra play ghostly music. The stricken ship, itself, was a spectre. That was all a play—a dream,
so unreal, so ghastly, so tragic. Oh madness!

The prow was completely submerged now. ‘The
stern rose into the air, and even the great screws
were well out of the water. Occasional rockets were
touched off—their effervescence only serving to add
to the fantastic situation. It was a carnival—of
death
!
The Titanic’s stern was now poised high into the
air. Like a diver, she was posing for the plunge.
She shuddered—there was an explosion from far
below the water-line—and the magnificent, the “un-

sinkable Titanic” plunged to eternity.
April 15!

It

was

Symphonic Death
® By Bob Wharton
“Crazy Ike,’ who had told Pete and
Jim the strange stories of “The Hypnotist,” “The Land of the Vacuum,”
and “The Vanishing of Lake Michigan,” is coaxed into telling his young

friends another weird story.
blood-curdler!

It’s a

HE deep rolling tones of the chapel organ
ters and Pete Hurst, descended the chapel steps and
strolled down the walk towards the university
library.
“I wonder why it is that the notes of our chapel
organ affect me so?” asked Jim in an unusually
earnest mood.
Pete raised inquiring eyes to Jim, as though seeing a new side to his friend. He then blurted out:
“I feel it, too, Jim. And I noticed a queer thing
just now. I timed my heart beats when the organ
played, and they were surprisingly below normal.
I wonder if music can control the beating of your
heart?”’*
“I believe

that it does, because when I hear quick-timed music I feel peppy and my pulse beats seem to increase.”

“You're quite right, Jim,” murmureda soft voice,
and Jim, startled, quickly turned his head to see
Crazy Ike quietly walking by his side.
“Honestly, Crazy Ike, you’re going to scare me
out of years of growth one of these days. I’ll swear
that I don’t understand how you got there without
my seeing you!”
Crazy Ike smiled and gestured with a rolled-up
magazine.
“I was just reading “Jack the Clipper” in the
March Exponent. Listen to this item:
““Kvery time a low note is struck on the Paramount Theater organ, it costs the theater $10 in

broken glass electric bulbs.’ ”

*Author’s Note: The next time you hear a fast dance
tune that makes you keep tapping your foot in rhythm,

count the number of times your heart beats. Then count
your heart beats when you are enjoying a slow-timed organ selection.

The results may surprise you.

“That item, and Jim’s remarks about the organ
notes affecting his heart beats, and his moods remind me of a strange experience that I had when—”

died away as the two sophomores, Jim Mas-

“I don’t know, Pete,’ murmured Jim.

Crazy Ike closed the magazine, and then turned
to the boys.

Here Pete enthusiastically interrupted him with
“—-when you were hypnotized, Crazy Ike? That’s
fine. Let’s go sit on that bench and you can tell
us about it.”
Pete waited for no answer, but grasping Crazy
Ike by the arm, half pulled him over to the campus
bench.
Pete and Jim were always eager to hear the stories of Crazy Ike, the taciturn but likeable campus
caretaker. Crazy Ike spoke to very few persons,
but he seemed to like Pete and Jim and had told
them several strange stories.
“All right, go ahead, Crazy Ike. Let’s hear the
story!” enthusiastically cried Pete, kicking Jim’s
brief case off the bench.
Crazy Ike smiled at Pete’s boyish enthusiasm,
and then, staring down at his toil-worn hands, he

began to speak in his low agreeable voice.

“I was walking along a dark road one evening
long ago, and my thoughts were as gloomy as the
dismal night around me.
“As I neared a large house, I heard faint musical

tones. They sounded so out of place that I stopped
and strained my ears to hear them. Then, clear and

distinct, an agonized scream seemed to split the very
darkness.
“T stood still for a moment, and then shuddering

with a sudden chill, I drew my coat closer around
me and walked quickly onwards. The night suddenly seemed to lose its harmless heaviness, and a
nameless evil seemed to surround me.
“As I passed the large house, a peculiar odor became apparent. I glanced at the house, and then,
suddenly possessed of a nameless fear, I started to run.
“But just then a second scream, sharp and terrifying, sent a chill over me from head to foot.
“Then, a cry for help, coming from somewhere inside the house, brought me quickly to a stop. I

listened intently. The cry had been a woman’s—in
pain or in deadly fear.
“Holding my breath, I crept past the gate and
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gingerly tiptoed across the porch to the window.
“What I saw calmed all of my fears. A man, his
face lighted with laughter, was sitting in front of
the long keyboard of an organ.
“As I watched, he turned and pressed several

keys, running up the scale.

The tones that resulted

were the most exquisite that I have ever heard.
“T stood rooted to the spot, as the tones went

higher and higher in the scale.

Soon they were so

high that they became almost shrill squeaks, and

I marveled that any keyboard could reach such high
notes.
“As I curiously pressed my face closer to the window, the man suddenly raised his head and his eyes
met mine. I quickly stepped back, but the door
opened and I heard him shout, ‘Come in!’
“T shamefully shuffled into the room and nodded
to the man who was now standing. He leaned over
as I watched him, and touched one of the keys in
one of the higher manuals. A deep note responded,
and it was quickly echoed directly over my head.
“Startled, I looked up and saw a wire quivering
and faintly emitting the tone of the note just made
by the organ. The wire seemed to control an apparatus above the door, and as I stupidly stared, the
door was noiselessly closed and a steel curtain fell
to the floor. I knelt and tried to raise the curtain,

but it was fastened securely to the floor.
“T heard the organist laughing, and feeling like a

and the two halves slid noiselessly to the side, revealing a large room, brilliantly lighted.
“The large room was absolutely jammed with a
variety of objects. In one corner a number of wires
stretched from floor to ceiling. Near the wires, a
series of cages of birds and animals covered the
floor and lined the tops of tables. Birds and beasts
of all natures were confined in that room. Two dogs

and a beautiful white cat were tied to metal rings
in the wall by leather thongs. And suspended from
the ceiling were several dozen cages of canaries,
parrots, love-birds, macaws, ducks, and wild birds
of all types. Toward the center of the room were
several long tables with cages of guinea pigs, rabbits, white mice, and in one cage I noticed three lit-

tle bats, hanging upside down.

Long shelves of

bottles, flasks, and retorts lined the walls.

But then

I felt a shock of surprise! Shackled to a ring in the
wall, a young woman was staring at me with great
terror-stricken eyes!
“She, no doubt, was the girl who had screamed
just as I passed the house, and she was also the
possessor of the voice that had warned me to escape

from the window.
“Staring at her, I perceived that she wasn’t looking at me, but behind me.

Sensing a warning in her

eyes, I spun around and found the organist leveling
a wicked-looking automatic at me.
“Now, my fine interloper, kindly raise your hands
into the air and back up into that chair,’ grinned the

fool, I turned to face him. At sight of his face I
felt a tightening of my muscles, and then a sicken-

madman with horrible grimaces.

ing sensation. His rolling eyes and frothing lips
could mean only one thing: the man was mad!

I backed into the chair and was instantly strapped

“As I stared at him, a girl’s voice cried, ‘Escape
“IT turned toward the direction from which her
voice had come, but could only see the bare wall.

Then, suddenly acting upon her advice, I darted for
the window, but I was much too slow.. A deep
note from the organ made a wire vibrate above the

window, andasteel curtain fell, effectively cutting
off my escape.
“T turned and looked apprehensively at the organist, who was shrieking with laughter.
“*Well! well!’ he chuckled, after his spasm of
mirth had subsided. ‘So you don’t like my systein
of doors. But I am sure that you will like the exPerhaps you

would like to participate in it.’ And then he burst
into another fit of laughter.
“Took! he shouted with glee, after the fit of
laughter had ceased. ‘Watch that wall!’ And he

pressed a note on the keyboard high in the scale.
“From domewhere ‘beyond the wall the note
echoed, and then the wall split down the middle,
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tightly to it.
“Then the insane organist went over to the key-

board and sat down. Leaning back on the keys, he

through the window—dquick
!

periment that I’m going to make.

“Realizing that there was nothing to do but obey,

faced me with a horrible smiling face and began to
speak.

“How fortunate I am to secure you as more material to experiment with,’ he babbled. ‘I was wondering this afternoon where I could get a human
being to test my great invention on, and what does
providence do but send me two!’ Here he burst
into a fit of maniacal laughter that lasted for an incredible time, and I glanced at the girl to see her face
blanched with horror.
““First, she comes to my door, asking her way to
town,’ gleefully cried the madman, ‘and then you
blundered in.

“*Now let me explain what I am going to do,’
gibbered the mad organist. ‘She didn’t like it. Did
you hear her scream when I told her?
““‘T am the great musician, Fritz Kreidler,’ he
cried, leaping to his feet and striking his chest, ‘and

I have invented the most marvelous musical instrument that has ever been dreamed of. And the

strange part of it is, it goes higher in the scale than

floor begin to vibrate, although I heard no sound.

any instrument has ever done before.

Then, as I watched, he pressed a great number of
keys, and all the wires vibrated back and forth. One

It goes far

above the hearing of the human ear!
“With this instrument I can work wonders!’ he
cried. ‘I got my idea when I heard objects in the
room hum in unison with certain notes of the scale
made by the organ. So I added note after note, by
means of my own, until now I have reached those

notes which are in tune to the vibrations of the bodies of birds and small animals, and I can kill them

when I wish by merely pressing a key!
““Don’t you believe me?’ he shrieked, jumping up
and down in rage. ‘Watch! I'll show you!’
“And then the madman pressed several keys in
one of the upper key rows, and a high and shrill
note responded. Running his fingers along the keys,
the notes became higher and higher until I felt an
intense pain in my ears. Then suddenly, I could no

longer hear them, and I settled back in relief.
“T looked toward the cages of birds. It was quite
apparent that they were hearing the notes being
played—the ones that I couldn’t hear. The canaries
were shaking their heads as if their ears hurt. One
of them suddenly fluttered and fell dead to the bottom of the cage.
“I glanced toward the organist who was madly
pressing keys. I then looked back at the cages and
found that the madman had not been boasting. The
cages were void of living birds! Every one lay
dead, not even fluttering.

“See! Didn’t I tell you!’ shrieked the mad organist. ‘Just wait! I will build an instrument that
will destroy great buildings and bridges, simply by

striking a single note that will break the vibrations
of those buildings!
;
““Do you scoff!’ he howled in rage.

‘Watch, you

fool! Watch!
“And turning to the keyboard again he chose a
lower row of keys, and as he pressed a key, I saw

one of the heavy wires that stretched from ceiling to

of them broke with a loud snap.

“Then suddenly I heard another noise, and as the
organist madly ran his nimble fingers up the keyboard, I saw the bottles, flasks, and retorts crack

and break, some of them falling from the shelves.
““Now do you doubt?’ howled the insane organist. ‘Why, I will be able to kill entire armies! Wait
until I get this perfected. I will sell it to the government for millions! One man could wipe out an
entire army! He would merely press a few keys
and thousands of men would die!
“*And that is why you are here!’ yelled the insane man. ‘I’m going to try out a new addition to
the instrument, one that will enable me to kill hu-

man beings! And you two will be the first to die!
““Maybe I will kill everyone in the world!’
howled the madman, and doubled up in horrible
mirth.”
At this point Crazy Ike stopped in his narrative
and wiped the moisture from his forehead.
“I was ready for death, then,” breathed Crazy

Ike. “I looked toward the girl, and felt a great sorrow that she should die, too.
“Then I saw the organist straighten up from his
burst of laughter and press several keys. I heard
a great roaring noise and shook my head to clear it.
I noticed that the girl did the same.
“Then as the mad organist pressed the next key,
I saw him leap to his feet, clutch his head with both
hands, and then crumple to the floor.

At the same

time I felt a great burst of noise in my head, and
fell up against my bonds, marveling that I still
lived.

“The mad organist lay dead on the floor! He had
struck a note that was disruptive to his bodily vibrations, and had killed himself!
“He forgot that he, too, was human!”

The Canyon Country Beckons
@ By Richard Williams
Where are you going to spend the summer? If you listen to Dick, you'll hike
or hitch-hike to “The Canyon Country.” Dick spent a summer there and
thinks it’s “the berries.’ Hearken to
his call!
[: has been said that people of wealth travel to
foreign countries in search of scenic wonders,
when, if they but realized it, there is a wonderful

variety of natural attractions right here in the Uni-

ted States.
Off the beaten path, in the great southwest, lies
one of the most fascinating regions in the world, a
land of desert, mountain, and canyon—a perfect locale for a vacation, be it but a week or an entire

summer. Here in northern New Mexico and Arizona, on intriguing Indian-Detours, are many spots
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of interest, ranging from the Grand Canyon to the

Carlsbad Caverns.
This is the last home of the American Indian—
Pimas, Apaches, Navajos, Hopis, Maricopas, and
Papagos. Some of them mine, others farm, and
around the Grand Canyon one may see the Hopis

down on the canyon floor, is the Colorado River
which chiseled out the inner granite gorge. It is
flanked on each side by towering tiers of weirdshaped mountains, carved by erosion from the solid

rock strata. Looking down on the canyon from the
rim is a novel sensation, which untrained eyes do

musing pensively in the sun, or busy weaving blankets and making pottery. Indians have been called a
lot of uncomplimentary names, but these Indians
impress one as being industrious, thrifty, and hap-

not comprehend at first.

py. Three and a half centuries of contact with
Europeans have not changed their manner of life
perceptibly.

scene steadily changes, flushing and fading, advancing into bold relief, then retiring into drowsy haze.
The visitor loiters long upon the verge, awed by
the great depths, powerless to shake loose from the
charm until the sun is low in the west.

Here, in a land of silence and solitude, traffic is

light on the desert roads. Dusk or early morning
finds coyotes sneaking along through the sagebrush,
and bobcats chasing rabbits. Sandstorms sweep up
suddenly to engulf one with a hail of burning, biting particles, and are as suddenly gone. Brisk little
showers lay the dust, and the cactus “rose of the
desert,” chola, and yucca or Spanish bayonet unfold their brilliant colors.

One may travel along forlorn white roads nestled
between red and gray sandstone mesas, through the
desert wasteland to the Petrified Forest. Here, in
an area covering thousands of acres, are tons upon
tons of tree trunks turned to stone.

Traveling through this region one misses much
of the beauty of rugged canyons and rushing trout

One must gradually be-

come accustomed to the change from the ordinary

range of vision.
Color runs rampant, and throughout the day the

Purple shadows form, walls soften and blur, and

presently the canyon is lost in the darkness, until
the moon comes up.
A trip down into the canyon depths is of interest,
so let us make one. There is no reason for being
alarmed at the hazardously steep trails which cling
to the canyon walls. For over twenty years mules
and guides have taken thousands of visitors down
these trails—so far without one serious accident.
Down the Bright Angel Trail, slowly and carefully—until we are on the east bank of Bright Angel
Creek, a few feet above the level of the Colorado
River, at Phantom Ranch. We are greeted by a
cluster of artistic stone cottages and dining hall,

streams.
It is necessary to stay awhile to fully
enjoy it.
Days slip by incredibly fast, and thoughts of
home and school are forgotten in moonlight strolls
through the pine forests, and nights spent down in
the canyon deeps.

tents, a silvery stream, and green trees. Here in
an atmosphere of unreality—thousands of feet down

The Painted Desert, Meteor Mountain, the Zuni

in the heart of the earth—is, according to Indian
legends, where Si-pa-pu, “The Skeletonman,” had
his garden. In the canyon there are three waterfalls, and near Phantom Ranch a new steel suspen-

One comes upon the Grand Canyon abruptly—an

sion bridge crosses the swirling, muddy waters of
the Colorado.
It is with reluctance that we leave Phantom
Ranch, to return to the Canyon rim and the El
Tovar hotel with its noisy tourists.

unexpected step-off in the wooded mesa country.

But tourists in a few scattered spots do not dis-

Here, is a great gash in the earth’s crust—in
places 10 to 13 miles wide from rim to rim, more
than a mile deep, and over 200 miles in length.
That coffee-colored thread, winding tortuously

turb the slumbering silence of this great region. It
seems to welcome others to explore its wastelands

and Rio Grande pueblos, the Navajo country, and
the old Santa Fe Trail are all of interest, but the
Grand Canyon climaxes and excels them all.

and gorges.
its call.

You will not regret it, if you heed

GRAMMAR OF THE GREAT
The tumult and the shouting dies—Kipling.
Mrs. Washington and myself. . . will set
to dinner by ourselves.—George Washington.
There let him lay—Byron.
Of his bones are coral made.—Shakespeare.
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And Then She Fainted
® By Betty Co-ed
Betty gives us a few flashes of the try-

ing life of a “wotking goil’” behind the
counter of a bookstore. Watch the
booklovers as they approach her de-

partment —and “listen-in” on their
chatter. It’s bound to be interesting!

no time to be a-thinkin’ about what they oughta.
It’s on accounta they don’t read their Good Book
that there is so much sin in Xenia!”
He emphasized his last point with a resounding

bang on the table, and sent many volumes of Oscar
Wilde sprawling shamefully on the floor. As AnAveeta. who was misnamed, was one of the

gela stooped to restore the offenders to grace, she

lucky employed.
She had been conscientiously trained for the great aim of American womanhood, that is, teaching school. But surprisingly

could see him churn down the aisle.
“phew !”

enough, the schools had enough teachers, and she
did not like the over-the-glasses look that secure

OUR HEROINE had not really recovered when
a perfect “32” ankled toward her, preceded by a

superintendents bestowed upon less secure appli-

gurgly-sucking sound—which

cants. So, because she looked best in a plain black
dress with a demure white collar, Angela decided
to enter the mystically intriguing business world.

Wrigley’s.

By hook, and nota little crook, a certain little book

department became the proud possessor of another

not-too-intelligent clerk.
In such scintilating environment, and much to
the amazement of Dickens, Thackeray, and Shakes-

peare perched on the top shelves, this typical young
thing began to make amazing deductions about the
human race in general.

By the third day she had

definitely decided that all fat men were humorous
and carefree. But alas, Fate intervened—as only
Fate can—and one crisp morning a jovial looking
person, with a surprising propensity toward obes-

ity, tore through the revolving door with gorillalike ferocity. Coming so close to Angela that she
could count all three moles on his over-sized nose,
he boomed in her face:
“Do you read the Bible?”

“Why, not exactly,” was the startled reply. “That
is, | don’t have enough time to really do anything
up right.”
Poor Angey! She had given the cue for lengthy
discourse. Her matin visitor let out another terrific snort and boomed again:
“That is the trouble with our system of labor in
this country. No leisure! We don’t even have
time to be good, and believe you me, my little girl,
it takes time! Why, where I come from Ill be willing to bet my one hundred and forty-nine dollar
watch chain there isn’t ten bibles in the entire town.
No siree-bob,” he continued. “People jist ain’t got

her eyes.

was

She thought,

later

traced

to

Earings and black satin danced before
Rouge and lipstick had succeded in cov-

ering most of the natural face. Unabashed at the
almost sacred hush that came over the entire department, this living advertisement for Peroxide
yelled at Angey.
“Hey, girlie,’ the ear-splitting voice called.
“Can’tchawaitonme ?”
Angey hastened to her side.
“Was there something special, please?”
“Sure,” the customer said. “I want to buy a book
for my aunt who’s gotta busted leg. She likes
snappy and modern stuff, and so do I, for that matter. Why any guy in his right mind would fool
around with a lot of these old dopes that write
sumpin’ that happened before you and I even was,
is more than I can get. Ya got one about a girl

anda fella?”
“Well,” Angela drawled retrospectively, “there is

the one where a member of royalty chased a poor
girl all over Europe and had only a shoe to identify
her. I hear he gets real hot about her when she
keeps him guessing.”
“Chee! that one sounds swell. I always did like
stories bout those princes. They sure are sizzelers,

all right. Id just like to get a crack at that Wales
feller, myself. I bet I could melt his celloide coller all right!”
“T bet you could,” said Angela flatteringly. And
now about this book. Wouldn’t you like me to send
it to you?”
“Sure, girlie, if you guarantee that it will scorch
old Aunt Lacivius’s bandages,’ the berouged fe-
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male replied. “And just charge it to my boy-friend’s

books that were mostly read by ten and twelve-

account, Mr. C. C. Caliope.”
With this passing remark flung in the face of the

year-old children.
At five-ten a mousy creature spent six minutes

poor sales-girl, along with a generous portion of

in the selection of a magazine to read onatrain,
as she journeyed toward Miamisburg.

“La Momente Fatale,” customer number two
flounced out.
Angela was dismayed twenty minutes later when
the sales check was returned to the department—-

And at five-fifteen came the climax!

marked, “Account Closed.”

A TALL woman, of about thirty-odd years, made
a most dignified entrance. Angela was sure that

THE DAY wore on and there were the usual requests for “Anthony Edwards” instead of “Ad-

she should have bowed and murmured, “Your Majesty!” with humble grace. But instead, she ventured a timid and inevitable, “May I be of assist-

verse,” and “Don Ta,’ which turned out to be
“Dante,” and “Go-thea,” and so many others, that at

ance?”

five Angela’s head was literally in a whirl.

hand on a stack of John Galsworthy, and demanded

At that hour a customer gave a ten-minute narra-

tion about the advanced in’ellect of her one threeyear-old offspring, who had a devouring passion for

The creature turned, glared regally, placed her
to know—

“Where is the book department?”
Angela fainted.

Coincidence
© By James Schopler
Jim gives us a hot baseball story that
“Pop” Anderson told in

Granger's

“Biggest and Best General Store.” Jim
got the story from the Chicago sports

tion balked whenever least expected. As it was, I
was due in Chicago for the opening game of the

editor for whose benefit “Pop” told the

baseball season between the Cubs and the Reds, and

tale. Granger is some burg!

for an inspiring sports scribe to fail to appear on
such an important occasion is bad—very bad, in-

deed—so bad that the scribe may as well never put

H OW I ever happened to stop in Granger, a
one-horse town on the way to Denver, con-

stitutes quite a story. What I came across while
stopping there is another story. I am sure that you

will like to hear both stories.
oe ee
I was driving eastward to Chicago to assume my
duties on my new job as sports editor for the Chicago Gazette. This was quite a boost for me, both
in prestige and salary, particularly the latter. The
fact that I drove the entire distance in my rattling
old sedan is proof enough that I did not earn a
whole lot as sports editor of the Centre City Times.
And I want you to know that I am no spendthrift.
But to get back to the story—or rather, stories.
While I was passing through this town the old bus

went back to her old tricks: she stalled right in the
middle of the road for no apparent reason.

If I had

not been so angry at the time, I would have marvelled at the consistency with which the contrap-
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in his appearance if he knows what is good and
healthy for him.
Such was the summary of my plight as I made
my way to Granger’s “Biggest and Best (and only)
General Store.” With not a railroad within fifty
miles, the situation was none too laughable. ‘The
owner of the store, a typical grizzled Westernex,
told me in drawling tones, “Naw, ther’ ain’t nobody’ll drive yuh to the railroad in this here town.
Naw, ther’ ain’t noways yuh kin phone. Why yeh,
I reckon sumone cud fix yur car. Course you'll
hafta wait till he comes back from deliverin’ groc’ries. Be here most any time. While yur waitin’,
stranger, why doncha talk tuh Pop Anderson ther’.

He kin tell some darn good baseball yarns.”
I turned around, and for the first time since I
had entered the store I noticed a white-haired old

man, who to me did not look a day over fifty.

He

felt my scrutinizing eyes on him, far he looked up,
and he also must have sensed my astonished ex-

pression—I still maintain the man was a genius—
for he laughed tersely, “Believe it or not, son, I had

hair as black as coal when I was about twenty years
old.

My hair turned snow-white in less than twelve

hours. Yeh, there’s quite a yarn connected with it.
Want to hear it?”
“Sure, Pop,” I replied.
“Back about a score or more years ago, I used to

be quite a pitcher.

Yeh, everybody from inside a

hundred miles around Johnsville used to turn out
for the regular Sunday afternoon game to see us
knock off the other team. Johnsville was baseball
crazy. Every man, woman, and child who could
walk and hada fairly good pair of eyes to see,
turned out regular.
“The season was coming to aclose. We had one
more game to play with Briggs Corner for some
kind of a championship—the county or district, I
think it was. Yeh, I was picked to pitch—I had a
record of nine straight without a single loss and a
strikeout record of 88. Folks thought I was pretty
good. I had a peach of a fast-breaking curve that
looked like it broke ten foot each time.
“In this game with Briggs Corner, up come the
last half of the ninth inning with us ahead, 1 to 0,
_and their turn to bat. Oh, we was the home team,

but we flipped before the game to see who wouid
get last bats, and they won.
“Briggs Corner didn’t have a bad ball team. This
Marino, who pitched for them, used to toss them

in the big time about ten years before, and for an
old man he knew how to keep our boys fanning the
breeze. He struck out thirteen of us.

I had whiffed

eleven up to that time.
“Well, as I said before, up comes this last half
of the ninth inning. I struck out the first batter—
all curves that he couldn’t touch with a bat as thick

as a telephone pole. Up comes the next batter. He
goes back to the bench, saying unprintable things
after waving the old hickory in the ozone three
straight times. ‘Two gone, and one more to retire

for the ball game.
“The next batter walked.

I had the count three

and two, and then threw a bad one.

Up came their

pinch hitter, a kid about 18, full of confidence in
himself.

“TI had to pitch careful to him. I put over a fast
one that was outside by an inch or maybe two. Ball
one! I went back to my reliable curve. The kid
wouldn’t even come close this time, I figured. Oh
yeh? He connected squarely and drove the old apple high, wide and handsome over the leftfield fence,

a wallop of 392 feet. But the drive was foul by less
than a yard. I took a new lease on life. No more
curves for this kid, I said to myself.

I figured that

the only thing I could do now was to throw a
straight fast one right at the kid’s bean to scare
him away from the plate, and then slip two strikes
on the outside corner. Kids usually don’t hug the
plate when they see the bean ball coming.

“The count was one and one!

I took a short

wind-up, then let fly the inside pitch.

But the kid

didn’t move. He must have been paralyzed, or
maybe he figured that the ball would curve over the

plate. It didn’t.
“Yeh, I beaned him—hard, directly over the left
ear—knocked out clean, and him acting so still and

quiet I was afraid I killed him.
“How I ever got out of that ball park alive, I
don’t for the world of me know yet. People poured
out of the stands from all directions, yelling ‘mob
him! lynch him!” and if you know Westerners,
you'll believe me whenI tell you that they would
have lynched me.
“TI must have run and walked for miles and miles.
It was just getting dark when I started, and when

the morning sun was coming up, I was still on the
go. Some farmer picked me up in his horse and
wagon and brought me to Granger. All during that

night, I went almost crazy hearing ‘You killed him!’
over and over again.
“After the farmer gave me the lift, he turned to

me kinda funny like and said, ‘Son, ’pears to me
like yu’re kinda young fur to have snow-white hair,
ain’t yuh?) He wasn’t joking—Westerners don’t
joke. My hair was snow-white! A complete change
took place overnight——That’s all to the story.”

slugger. I pitched careful to him, because I knowed

“It’s a pip,” I exclaimed “one of the best I have

if he connected, it would be curtains for me. Somehow or other, 1 must have lost a little of my control, because he strolled on four straight balls. Two

ever heard. Now one more thing! What ever happened to the kid you beaned ?”
“About a year later Doc White happened to pass
through Johnsville, and he got some first-hand in-

on, and a weak hitter up. I let go a curve. He
tapped it weakly down first that Spengle fumbled,
and the bases were loaded!
“Just like a Frank Merriwell story, I said to myself:

‘One run ahead, last half of the ninth inning;

two outs, three men on the hassocks, and one more
batter to get rid of for the ball game.’ I took a
look at the batter. Oh, so, they’re sending in a

formation. The kid wasn’t hurt so bad, and in a
couple of weeks was in tiptop shape again. I hear
he moved farther West, got married, and settled

down.”
“One more thing,” I asked, “Pop, do you still re-

member this young kid’s name? ‘Think hard, Pop.”
“Can’t say that Ido. Lemme think for a minute.
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Why, yeh, it was Wesley something or other.

Til

be hanged if I can remember his last name. Yeh,
I’m positive his first name was Wesley.”
Just to say something, I remarked, “Wesley is
an uncommon name. The last name wasn’t Chan-

nings—was it, Pop?”

Pop Anderson’s eyes lit up with a certain gleam
of recognition not present before. “That’s it, son,
Wesley Channings.—But how did you know?”
The blood froze in my veins. I could feel it grow
icy and thick. “Wesley Channings,” I gasped, “is
my father!”

Hitler Hitting on High
® By Jack Wick
Jack hails from Pittsburg —the oil
country. Like Rockefeller, he hopes
some day to have his portrait done in
oul. He admires Hitler's tax-free policy
on passenger automobiles, which. resulted in more autos—and more gasoline consumed.

that will further relieve unemployment and encourage more people to buy cars.
Only thirty days after the New Government of
Germany had taken office, the new tax abolishing
plan was inaugurated, providing for the complete

[ue

new Germany, under its revolutionary

policy, has attracted world-wide attention to
its radical economic measures. Some of the new
theories must be rejected by right-thinking Americans, but others, though thoroughly radical, could

well be adopted in this country.

One of the excel-

lent ideas under the new Hitler regime has been the

stimulation of motoring by the revolutionary abolishment of tax on new passenger vehicles.

In such trying times as these, when all the governments of the world are trying to increase their
revenues by heavy taxes on fuels and new automobiles, we find the German government taking a bold
step in the opposite direction. They rightly figure
that the final gain will be much greater than the
temporary loss, and they are correct. In recent
years, the automobile industry has taken the position of key industry of the world, since it fosters
many great industries both in the making and sustaining of the product. Therefore, why would it
not be logical to stimulate industry in general by

abolition of the license tax on all private passenger
automobiles and motorcycles (motor trucks and passenger buses are still taxed). At the same time, the
plans for the new super-highways were announced.

The inauguration of the new highway system was
elaborately initiated, with Hitler himself breaking
the ground for the new system. Great ceremonies
before gaily decorated public buildings proclaimed
the “New Deal in Motoring” to the people, and thus
the government manifested its intentions to the people and encouraged them to aid themselves and their
country by taking advantage of the new Act.
It is also interesting to note that the German goyernment has no intention of balancing this concession by a higher fuel tax, as is contemplated in the
pending French budget. On the contrary, there is
a project planned to reduce the fuel tax, which
would be a great thing in any country.

The effect of the new tax ruling was unbelievable
on German car sales. Registrations increased at
once, dealer stocks of new cars were depleted, and

encouraging a widespread use of the automobile?

the automobile manufacturers were forced to go

Since the tax burden has been lifted in Germany,

into heavier production immediately. In fact, the
overloading of the automobile factories has been a
factor in making the increase in total sales less than

there has been a substantial increase in both the

automobile and its related industries. In the Opel
Company’s factory, the largest in Germany, employment increased 40% and wages 104% since the
passage of the bill. Such an increase in America
should surely aid in abolishing the strike threats of
the motor industry that we are experiencing to-day.
Simultaneously with the German tax reduction,

came a new policy of automobile express highways
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it otherwise would have been, had they been prepared for such overwhelming orders. In three short
months the loss experienced in 1932 had been entirely regained, and the industry began to reap u.
told profits for itself and its brother industries. The
fact that the sale of motor trucks, not benefiting
from the tax exemption, was increased shows that

the related industries quickened as a result of the
new industrial activity.
It is also significant to see that the buyer’s free-

the next step towards motorization was the projec-

dom to make a choice uninfluenced by the tax has
led to a change in the character of the sales. Those
who once bought small, tax-free motorcycles are

from border to border. ‘These roads are designed
especially for automobile traffic, and reserved mostly to automobile traffic only. Grades and curves are
to be practically eliminated by advanced engineering. The new roads will be operated under the direction of the German State Railway Company, so
probably a small toll fee will be in the plan, also.

now buying small automobiles, as can be shown by the
sharp decrease in the sale of motorcycles. An examina-

tion shows also that there is a noteworthy steadiness
in motor sales that is free from the usual seasonal
fluctuations.

The German idea of tax abolishment can be contrasted directly by the English system. In England,
the old theory of automobile taxation and the rigid
heavy license fee are still apparent. Britain classes
vehicles of transportation as luxuries, and indeed

taxes her luxuries heavily. These heavy taxes have
greatly influenced automobile design, handicapping
the manufacturers to some extent in the world market. If their coffer is so low, they could continue
a heavy fuel tax, but still aid the designer by abolishing the heavy registration fees.
It is evident that the automobile tax abatement,

outstanding though it is, is merely part of a great
plan to make Germany the most motorized country

on the continent. This goal is a pet feature of the
economic policies of the Hitler government, and is
conducted in such a way as to get right into the

souls of the people, who are by nature interested in
automobiles and the great possibilities of motorization. Enthusiasm gained by the people over such a
project is a clever move for an untried government
to make in the initial stages of a new radical movement. Every German believes that their country
must be motorized to preserve their hard-fought
commercial prestige.
,
After the spectacular introduction of the system,

tion of a great plan for a national network of automobile express highways, destined to span Germany

The construction of the highways is expected to
provide work for 300,000 men.

Another important angle in this plan, and incidently it is quite important to the Continent, is the
fact that the new plan of motorization is also a plan
for the promotion of peace. There are grounds for
believing that in the long run, the motor car may
prove a better agency of peace than many plans con-

sciously created to preserve it. War is often caused
by one nation’s misunderstanding its neighbor. Free
association, and the means of broad contact outside

of one state should diminish this hazard. The ownership of motor cars give the nation’s people the
urge to travel, and cruise farther and farther in
search of new scenes. Even now there are many
motorists traveling over the continent of Europe,

so the broad proposed highway system should cause
many more to succumb to the urge to travel.
An examination of the results of this tax reduc-

tion policy is highly informative. Wages have increased greatly, and unemployment has decreased.
The new system has been in operation for almost a
year now, which is a sufficiently long time to give
an accurate indication of its general effect. The general impression is Germany is one of returning prosperity in which all the related industries will doubtless share.

The old grammarians taught that a sentence other
than an exclamation could not exist unless there
was a verb in it; now, illogical sentences, without a
trace of a verb, are frequent in the new writers. If
some sensation, some spasm of the mind can be

made more actual or more subtle by shattering a
grammar rule, there is no hesitation about shattering it. But to break rules successfully you must
first know them thoroughly and in all their incarnations, and so, like all the other new developments
in literature, this rule-breaking is not for the unwary or the simple-minded copyist.
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That Horrible Laugh
® By Bob Wharton
An original painting by Reubens is reported to “Headquarters’ as stolen
from a room in a hotel. Follow the
“Chief’—aided by “The Man Without
a Face’—as a trap is laid for the thief
with the horrible laugh.
66

| "VE been robbed! Iv’e been robbed! It’s worth
half a million dollars! Come right away!”
“Now take it easy,” boomed the large desk ser-

geant into the telephone. “Don’t yell like that or
L can’t hear you. Where are you? .. =... “The
Nestor Hotel? All right. We’ll take care of it.”
The desk sergeant swung his heavy body from
the groaning swivel chair and lumbered to the open
door of the chief’s office.
“Chief, maybe you had better handle this.

Some

crazy Englishman at the Nestor says he was robbed
of an old painting by Boobens or somebody, that is
worth half a million.”
Chief of Police Durban raised his eyes from the
desk and nodded shortly.
“T’ll go personally, Have my car brought around.”
The desk sergeant left to call the car, and the
chief reached for his hat, muttering something about
“wanted to stretch my legs anyhow.”
A short time later the chief’s car drew up in front

ing nervously, “I started from England with this
Rubens painting. I am Lord Bothnell’s secretary,
and I was to deliver the Rubens for him to John
D. Stonefeller. I and a guard were to bring it over
from England, but the guard was taken ill and died
on board ship, and I resolved to bring the painting
on alone.
“Oh! it has been a terrible strain on me,” cried
the little secretary hysterically. “I thought that
someone was after the painting when the guard

died, and so I never let it out of my hands in the
daytime.

“The nights were horrible,” continued the secretary in a shaking voice.

“I kept dreaming that it

was being stolen. I kept it right near my pillow
every night. I knew that it would be the first place
some one would look for the painting, but I thought
that I should have it near me.
“I believe that someone has been following me
in order to steal the painting,” trembled the secretary. “For the past several nights I have been
awakened by a horrible laugh in the middle of the
night.
“Determined to forestall thieves, I bolted th:

windows. I locked, bolted, and even barricaded the
door, and as you see, the transom is heavily bolted.

of the luxurious Nestor Hotel, and a nervous man-

Yet regardless of my precautions the painting has

ager, who feared bad publicity for the hotel, met
the policemen at the front door and quickly escorted
them up to the complainant’s room.

disappeared!

The door was flung open, and a distressed face ap-

peared in the opening.
“Oh, I’m so glad you’ve come! I’m almost mad!
The Rubens has been stolen. It’s worth a hundred
thousand pounds. And to think that I should have
it stolen the day before I was to deliver it! Oh, I

was afraid that this would happen. And after I had
brought it safely all the way from England, too!”
The excited man was wringing his hands and swinging his body back and forth in agony of despair.
“Now hold on! Calm down and let’s have the
whole story,” broke in the chief. “The Rubens
thing, now—what is it and who was it for? Suppose you start at the beginning and tell me the
whole story.”

“Well,” said the anguished man, his lips quiver-
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Someone must have taken it! What

shall I do?”
Here the secretary slumped down into his chair,
and covering his face with his hands he burst into

sobs.
Chief Durban looked at him contemptuously, and
then for a moment thought deeply.
“Search every inch of this room,” he barked suddenly to the two policemen who had followed him
into the room. “And you,” he said to the hotel
manager, “get all of the hotel help together and let
me talk to them.”

The chief turned and looked thoughtfully at the
quivering shoulders of the secretary.
“Heaven help you, Mr. Secretary, if you are lying
and there is no painting at all.”

THREE hours later the chief sat back into an

easy chair and admitted to himself that he was
beaten.

“All doors and windows bolted,” he murmured;

“the hotel help saw nothing suspicious, but—there
is that horrible midnight laugh. Now I wonder if
‘The Man Without a Face’ would be_ interested in this? It is novel at any rate. I'll call him!”
Reaching for the phone, the chief dialed, and presently heard a low voice answer.
“Hello, ‘Man Without a Face!’ If you can tear
yourself away from that little puma of a wife for
awhile, I might be able to furnish you a brain-

teaser.” And regardless of the protestations at the
other end of the wire, the chief told the most interesting parts of the case.
Finally there came a low sound from the receiver,

on the shoulder, who jumped at the touch and raised
a worry-drawn face.

“Now, Mr. Secretary, will you please go over
your story in detail,” said the chief, a little more

kindly as he noticed the dark circles under the
man’s eyes, and the gray hair at his temples. Surely it had not been gray at the time of the chief’s
arrival.
The secretary obligingly retold the entire story,
and when he mentioned the horrible laugh at midnight, “The Man Without a Face’ stirreda little and
looked toward the chief.
“Thank you, Mr. Secretary,” said “The Man Without a Face.’

“Now, if you will excuse us.a mo-

as if someone was sighing with resignation at the

ment.”

other end of the wire, and then the chief heard,

“Well! well!” he chuckled. “So you are stumped!
Why it’s as simple as a-b-c.”

“All right, you dumb copper, I'll be there!”
The chief hung up, smiling. He knew that ‘The
Man Without a

Face’

would

never pass up the

solving of an enigma of this kind. The chief let his
mind wander back to the times when he and “The
Man Without a Face” were young soldiers.

They had gone to war—those two—and had been
wounded in the first battle. That was where “The
Man Without a Face” received his peculiar name.

Shrapnel had destroyed his features, and not knowing who he was, the doctors gave him that name.
Later the two friends utilized an invention of
their college days—a malleable rubber for the mak-

ing of natural-looking masks. Disguised with these
masks, the two became spies who changed the destiny of nations, and perhaps they saved the war for

He drew the chief to the side.

“Now don’t tell me that you know the answer al-

ready!” snorted Chief Durban. “I'll bet you the
price of a fur coat for the Puma that you don’t
know it!”
“Taken!” quickly cried “The Man Without a
Face.’ “But you’ll have to stay here to-night.”
“Why?” asked Chief Durban in amazement. “You
don’t think that the thief will come again, do you?”
“T’ll not answer that,” chuckled ‘The Man Without a Face’ as he dialed his home number.
It took quite a bit of explaining to satisfy his
wife, but at the mention of the fur coat it sounded
almost like a purr over the line, and the chief
chuckled as he heard “Good night, Puma,” in answer

tothe purr...

the Allies when ‘The Man Without a Face’ imper-

“Mr. Secretary,” said Chief Durban, “we are go-

sonated a German general—but that is another

ing to stay here all night. As it is very late, you
had better retire immediately. We will sit here on
guard.”
The secretary obediently and silently retired, and
the chief turned the lights out, leaving the room
lighted by a ghostly reflection of the street lights
far below.
Silently watching and waiting, the two men heard
the even breathing of the secretary. Possibly they
dozed a little, but they awakened with prickling
scalps as a low, horrible laugh seemed to reverberate through the room.
“Great heavens!” sibilantly whispered Chief Durban, clutching his friend’s shoulder. “What is it,
John?”
“Sh-h!” warned his friend. “Watch the secre-

story.

Later, when Durban became the Chief of Police
in New York City, because of his war-time activi-

ties, ‘The Man Without a Face’ disappeared, and little
sonated a German general—but that is another story.

did Durban know that his bitterest enemy, the
King of the Underworld, was his old friend.

But

the Puma—red-headed war-time spy—whose destiny semed to be woven inextricably with Durban
and “The Man Without a Face,’ soon changed mat-

ters, she—here the chief’s thoughts were interrupted
by a knock on the door.
“Come in!” he called, and then stared into the unknown face of the man who stepped into the room.
He watched, uncertain at first, and then smiled as
the man walked forward.

tary !”

“You can’t disguise your walk, John, even if you
do have a different face every time.”

Staring through the gloom towards the bed, the
chief felt a cold chill go over him from head to foot

“Hello, George!” said the newcomer warmly, “but
what about this case?”

as he saw the secretary’s lips open, and saw and

“Oh!—just a minute.”
The chief walked over and touched the secretary

heard the horrible laugh issue from them!
“John! The secretary himself is the one who
laughed !”

Page seventeen

“Quiet!” hissed ‘The Man Without a Facz.’
“Took!”
The secretary was getting up from the bed! His
eyes were wide open and staring vacantly.
The two men watched breathlessly as the secretary got to his feet, and walking automatically, as
though in a trance, went to the foot of the bed and

deftly unscrewed the ornate ball from the top of the
bedpost. Putting his fingers into the hollow post,
the secretary pulled out the missing painting.
He unrolled the canvas and looked lovingly at it.
Then he carefully rerolled it and placed it back in
the post, deftly replaced the ball, and crawled back
in to bed, still staring vacantly.
“Well! I’ll—be—dashed!” whispered Chief Durban, emphasizing each word with a wondering nod

of his head. “How did you know that this would
happen, John?”

“T

didn’t

know

for

sure,

but

I

suspected,”

chuckled ‘The Man Without a Face.’ “I took your
word that all the doors and windows were locked
and bolted on the innerside, and that there was no

way for any one to get in. Then when he mentioned the horrible laugh that he heard in the night,
I remembered those two sleepwalkers that were in
our division during the war, who claimed that they

heard someone laughing horribly in the night.
“Then,” continued “The Man Without a Face’

softly, “I thought over the fact that the secretary’s
hysterical and nervous condition was conducive to
sleep walking. I realized that the man was worried about the painting, and that its safety was
preying on his mind, even while he slept.
“Is it surprising now that he got up in his sleep
and placed the painting in a safe place?”

Kenjitsu
e By J. G. Hasegawa
Jiujitsu, the Japanese art of self-defense without weapons, is known to
most of our readers. But what 1s
“Kengitsu?” Read this article and
learn about the modern Japanese sport
that can be traced back several centuries,

By this time the Samurai in the red armor had
recovered his breath. So they draw their swords,
salute each other courteously, and thrust and cut at

each other with the viciousness and lightning speed
of fighting wildcats. The combat may last a few
minutes, or perhaps longer, depending on how

WO Samurai on their steeds came charging
across the battle-field toward each other. They
seemed to be heading for a head-on collision. When
they approached within a few yards of each othex,
they pulled their horses on their haunches and
jumped off the saddles with the gracefulness of
acrobatic dancers.
“Hear! Hear!” shouted the Samurai in the red
armor. “I am the son of Setsunokami Kimurashozaemon Koreyuki in the service of the renowned

and gallant Tokugawa, Over-Lord of the Setsu prefects.” He slumped, exhausted, having shouted the
long line at the top of his voice for the benefit of

his opponent, who was clad in a black armor.
“Hear! Hear!” replied the Samurai in the black

armor, “I am honored to meet such a worthy oppoNON DM. kvceie salud 5 ” (Insert a name longer
than the preceding one if your imagination can furnish you with one.)
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closely the combatants are matched. Finally, one
falls to the ground mortally wounded. The victor
nonchalantly sits astride the vanquished, and severs
the head of the opponent to complete the job. Then
he ties the trophy to his saddle and gallops back to
his tent.
a ee
Incidents similar to the one described were of no
rare occurrence in the feudal days of Japan, when
ambitious Lords and Over-Lords all over the country were constantly fighting to gain supremacy.
It was during this period that “Kenjitsu” was
one thing that every Samurai had to be skilled in.
But what is “Kenjitsu?”
Kenjitsu translated literally means the art of
swords, “ken” meaning sword and “jitsu” meaning
art. This traditional style of fighting remains today only as a sport, just as the present-day fencing

is a relic of the days of chivalry in the European

countries.

“Kenjitsu” to-day resembles sabre fencing very

much. However, the difference in the type and the
weight of the weapons used necessitates some fundamental changes in tactics. In sabre fencing the
weapon used is what is known as Italian light-sabre,
which is very light and can easily be handled with
one arm. ‘The lightness of the weapon calls for
fast movement of the wrist in feinting the opponent’s sword off his guard. No point is scored unless the cut is made on any of the following places:
on the head, on either cheek, anywhere on the body
above the belt, or on the right forearm.
Now, in “Kenjitsu” the cuts, in order to be
counted, must be scored on the same places as in
sabre fencing. ‘The weapons used in “Kenjitsu”
are called “shinai.” ‘These are about four feet long,
and made of four strips of bamboo, bound in two or

When you see two unskilled men swinging the
clubs with absolute abandon and devil-may-care attitude, you might say, “There is no art to that. I
wonder where they got the idea to call it ‘art?”
But remember I said that would be your reaction
when you see two unskilled combatants. If you
ever see masters “swing their stuff,” your doubts as
as to the origin of the “jitsu” part in Kenjitsu will
be quickly and completely dissipated.
There are, even to-day, two or three schools of
Kenjitsu, just as there are the Rockne system, the
Warner system, and others in football. However,
these schools of “Kenjitsu” have been in existence

for hundreds of years, and the rivalry existing between the different schools is extremely keen. Even
thirty or forty yars ago it was customary for one

three places by leather straps. They are much heav-

school to challenge another to determine which

ier than the light sabre, and must be held with both

school was superior.
Japanese are closely attached to “Kenjitsu,” and

hands.

This fact retracts a great deal from the

movement of the wrists.

However, this does not

mean that “Kenjitsu” is a slower game than sabre
fencing, for “Kenjitsu’ ’is every bit as fast.
This Japanese fencing calls for a great deal of
fast footwork, as well as the ability to remain cool
and calculating, in spite of the disturbing effects of
the stick swinging dangerously close to your head
or body. If you lose your head or your nerve, you
might just as well throw your weapon away, because then you are as easy to score—in your opponent’s eyes—as taking the milk bottle—or candy, or
whatever it is referred to in the saying—away from
a baby.

cherish the memory of the masters, both real and

fictitious, of this art, just as the names of D’Artagnan, Athos, Cyrano de Bergerac, and other famous
swordsmen of European history are remembered.
Even to-day, in spite of the ever-growing popularity of baseball, tennis, rugby, soccer, and other

modern sports, “Kenjitsu” still remains as compulsory training in the majority of high schools, and
even in some of the elementary schools, all over
Japan. So, if you should get in a fight with a Japanese, let me tell you something: don’t ever try to
beat him up with a club—or a cane. I am not saying a word about fists.

The Valley of Lost Gold
e By Richard Williams
Dick took us through Hollywood in
March—and we enjoyed the trip behind the “props.” Now he ballyhoos us
to go into the Colorado mining country—which he knows equally well—in
search of a bonanza—a lost gold mine!
Me ROLAND WILLMAN, the corpulent

president of the Colorado and Rio Grande
Mining Company filled his ornate office with smoke
from his cigar, and looked dramatically across his
desk top at the little man seated in one of the big
office armchairs.
Here’s why I’ve sent for you, Connel,” the president said, extending a faded slip of paper.
Bert Connel took it, and slowly read it through.
The old mountaineer, uncomfortable in his Sunday

suit, his tie awry, and a stubborn cowlick in his

gray hair—which seemed to have refused to submit
to brush and comb—looked puzzled.
“Read it aloud,’ Mr. William directed compla-

cently.
Connel cleared his throat, looked very self-conscious, and read: “North from Fall River Pass to
Spruce Creek, west to the North Platte River, north
to Chief’s Head Mountain, through Rainbow Falls.”
“It’s a clew, man, don’t you see?” cried Will-

man, “a clew to the lost bonanza of Arapaho, the
hidden valley of gold.”
A light of understanding came into Connel’s eyes.
“You mean—’’ he faltered.
“Right!” barked Willman. “Ever since that mine
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was found in ’59, and then lost again, countless men
have tried to find it, many of them venturing up
into the mountains, never to return again.”
“Where did you find this slip of paper?” Connel
asked somewhat suspiciously.
“One of my men happened on an old deserted
cabin up in the Medicine Bow Range last month,”
Willman explained, “and there he found the skele-

ton of a man.

A further search revealed a leather

sack with this note in it, hidden under a loose floorboard.”

“He probably was caught by winter, and froze to
death, before he could get back to civilization and

tell of his discovery,” Connel suggested.
“You know more about these mountains than any
other living man in Colorado,” the president said,
“and I want you to go up there and find that lost
valley of gold. I’m going to send Leland Estes and
Aron LaVoy, two of my best mining engineers with
you. Get your supplies together, and get started as
soon as possible.”
THEY LEFT two days later, one bright, crisp
morning: Leland Estes, a huge, broad-shouldered,

weather-beaten six-footer; Aron LaVoy, a pleasant
youth not long out of mining college; and Bert Connel, a bright light in his faded blue eyes.
They sped swiftly along in one of the company’s
big touring cars, northward through verdant farm-

lands, with the great mountain ranges looming not
far distant to the
they turned west
canyon of the Big
noon they arrived

northwest. Reaching Loveland
and were presently deep in the
Thompson river. Shortly before
at Fall River Pass, where they

ate a leisurely dinner at a tourist camp, and left the
car with the owner, a friend of the company.
From here, one of Willman’s narrow gauge railways was to carry them farther north into the
mountains. They pushed through a curious group
of tourists, standing about the little bantam locomo-

tive and its three or four diminutive, shiny coaches,
and boarded the last car.
Airbrakes were tested for the last time, the conductor called “all aboard,” then came four sharp
blasts from the whistle, a sudden jerk, and they
were on their way.

The load was light, and the engine steadily gained
sped as she swung up the canyon. The glungglung-glung of wheels rolling merrily along became
louder, and the men sprawled leisurely in armchairs

smoked cigars and talked to the conductor. Occasionally, through breaks in the canyon wall, they
could catch glimpses of the ever varying contours
of the Medicine Bow range to the northwest, their
snow-capped peaks glistening brilliantly in the early
afternoon sun.
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The conductor, middle-aged, bald-headed, and an
old railroad man; regaled them with his misfortunes

—including long hours, insufficient pay, and far too
much work.
There came the sharp raspy squeal of wheels
against steel rails, as they rounded a curve, to
emerge far up on the side of a mountain—black
smoke billowed past the windows, and the coach
was filled with its strong, acrid odor.

“Rather fascinating, the incredible grades these
little fellows can climb,” Estes commented.
“Yeah,” the conductor replied without feeling.

He made the trip daily, and while he decided problems of rock slides, spreading rails, and engine trouble, looke wistfully forward to his Saturday night
trip to Loveland.
The locomotive wheezed desperately on up
through a narrow, twisting pass. IaVoy snored,
the conductor went forward to pursue his work,

Estes read the morning paper, and Connel stared
with rapt interest at the mountains.

Somewhere

up in there was gold, yellow heaps of it, enough to
give him luxuries all his life. He would get his
share from Willman, if he could only find the lost
valley.
LATE afternoon found them high in the Medicine Bow range, not far from the Continental Divide, and at the end of the line at Spruce Creek.

They all swung down out of the coach, and passed
the engine, panting hoarsely, as she was refilled
with water.

In the silence, accentuated after the

noisy clatter of the train, the air had a sharp, cool
tang—the breath of melted snows and pine forests.
As they walked along the track to the station, they
noticed that remnants of snow still clung to the

drift fences—summer was late in coming. A cold
wind came whistling down the pass out of the north,
and the firs and spruce on the mountain sides looked

suddenly forlorn.
Estes shivered. “Let’s get some supper,’ he
said. “It'll be dark right away.” They entered the
log cabin serving as general headquarters for everybody, and presently sat down to the evening meal
with the train crew.
Shortly after the meal everyone went out ta see
the train off. The whistle shrieked weirdly in the
darkness, lanterns bobbed up and down along the
long line of ore cars which had been waiting on a
siding, there was a roll of thunder which swept from
the engine down the line as the slack was taken up
between cars, and then the train was smoothly rolling along. The caboose swung by, red and green
lanterns blinking wildly on the rear platform, and
presently the train was gone, swallowed up in the
mountains.

Back in the station house, White Harvard, the local representative of Willman’s mine_ interests,

rocked gently in his chair, spat tobacco, and asked
shrewdly, “You fellows up here looking for the lost
valley?”
The others looked at each other, and Connel

finally said, “You guessed right, White.”
The wind rustled through the trees outside, a coal
oil lamp flickered, and through the eastern window

Connel watcheda cold, silvery moon creeping slowly into the heavens.
White smiled. “What have you got to work on?”
So Connel told him the whole story, and when
he had finished he asked, “What do you think
of it?”

“Think of it?” White said hoarsely, his face a pale
sallow in the golden glow of the lamplight. “That
dead man that was found in that cabin—I-I believe
he was my brother Jim, gone these many years.”
WITH SUN-UP the three men shouldered their
packs, bid farewell to the white-haired, soft-spoken

station agent, still shaken by the knowledge of what
had happened to his long-lost brother, and trudged
off up the pass.

“Evidently the lost valley is north almost to the
Wyoming state line,” Connel said, “and according

to this little slip of paper, we follow Spruce Creek
westward until we reach the North Platte River.”
They followed no trail, but Estes kept their exact
bearings with his compass. A mountain jay squalled
from a towering pine, and morning mist still obscured the valleys below from sight. They plodded
steadily on.

About noon, the creek coiled away to

the south. They ate lunch, and then pushed on to
the west, up a mountain—a slow, back-breaking
journey. That evening they camped byatiny little
lake, its cold, pure waters cupped in a glacier pocket
on the mountain-side. They grouped about a blazing fire for a while, but they were weary and soon
slept.

It was another day and a half before they reached
the North Platte, dashing madly down a narrow
canyon, so deeply wedged in the mountains, that
they had difficulty in reaching it.
“Not far now,” Connel cried.

“We follow this

canyon north until we reached Chief’s Head Mountain.”
Imbued with some of the old mountaineer’s enthusiasm, LaVoy and Estes pressed eagerly forward
with him.

It was late afternoon when Connel shouted
“There it is!’ And the others, looking to the northwest saw a great majestic mountain, its peak in the

form of an Indian chief’s head, aflame in the rays
of the setting sun.

“Tomorrow we'll see for ourselves if there’s a lost
valley of gold,” Connel declared, his face flushed.
Purple shadows formed, the sun was abruptly
gone, and the Chief’s Head was enveloped in the
gray haze of twilight. Beneath a million stars the
men ate their supper, and the only sounds were the
cheery crackling of the wood fire, the never-ending
murmur of the river, and the soft whisper of the
wind. They talked for a while, and finally slept beside the dying embers, to dream of gold.
WITH THE first pale gray light of dawn, the
men were up, and the sun was just pushing over
the eastern mountains when they started up the

mountain. Excitedly they noted that there was a
dim, faded shadow of a one-time trail to follow. As
they pressed on there came to their ears the dim,
low roar of falling waters, and at last they rounded
a corner of the mountain to find themselves at the
base of a beautiful little waterfall, plunging in a
slender, silvery stream from far above.
Connel took out the slip of paper. “Through
Rainbow Falls,’ he mumbled, “there must be a se-

cret cave behind the falls.”
“Well, let’s find out!” Estes shouted, to be heard
above the roaring waters.
They followed a narrow ledge around one side of
the pool, and ducked under the falls. The falling
waters beat down on them like drops of lead for a
brief moment, and then they found themselves in a

long, low cavern, water dripping form the rock rouf
over their heads. After walking a few feet they
could see light ahead, and rounding a corner they

came out into the sunlight once more.

They were

in a heavily-wooded little valley, which was in reality a cove perhaps a mile long, and half that wide,

hemmed in on all sides by towering crags.
They hastened up the valley floor, their feet sinking into the soft, springy ground covered with a

blanket of pine needles. After making a complete
circuit of the valley without seeing any traces of
the lost mine, they decided to break up and each
search separately. Hardly a half hour had passed
before an excited shout from Estes, who

had

climbed the northern slope, rang down through the
valley, and brought Connel and LaVoy a-running.
They found Estes standing beside an old mine
drift.
“This must be it!” he called to them.
So Connel flashed on an electric pocket torch, and
they entered the drift. Water dripped steadily from
the low roof, as they tramped through the ore dust.
They stopped at last. Connel played his light on
the wall, and Estes dug into the rock with his knife
blade. There were revealed yellow streaks glittering dully in the light, and faint tracings of green.
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cabin up through the woods a few hundred feet,
which they had missed seeing in their excitement
at finding the lost mine.
The cabin was a lonesome, dilapidated looking

carry the explosives down the valley to the cave
entrance, and then he was set to work drilling holes
in the rock and preparing charges. As he worked
he watched desperately for a chance to get the
jump on the other. He knew the others would eventually work themselves loose, but by that time they
might all be locked in here for eternity.
A camp-robber perched on a bush nearby, and
watched with bright, curious eyes, and the sun
glared down in shimmering heat-waves as it neared
its zenith.
It was soon time to light the fuses, and still Estes
watched for his chance. The old man gave the engineer matches, and turned his head for a fraction
of a second up the valley, fancying he heard some

place, and appeared to be completely deserted, but
the men took no chances. Estes carried a rifle, and

sound. Estes leaped on him, knocking his gun from
his hand as he did so, and they went down together.

the others both possessed revolvers.

They fought in silence, and to Estes’ surprise, he
was unable to overcome the other. The old man
fought with the demented fury of a wild tiger, biting, clawing and snarling.
They both heard the shouts of the other men running down the valley, and the old man broke loose

“It’s gold, all right!” Estes cried.
A bit further on down the slope they found piles
of ore on the floor, which they found to contain a
large percentage of gold.
“Someone’s mining this stuff,’ declared Connel.

“I thought no one knew about this valley,” LaVoy answered grimly.
:
“We'll soon find out,” Connel growled.

“Come

on, let’s go out and search the valley. If there’s
anyone else here, we’ll soon locate him.”
When they came out of the mine, they sawa log

They held

these in readiness, and Connel kicked open the bat-

tered old door.

The dim interior gave no evidence of signs of
life, so they stepped in. They all three crowded in
the doorway looking curiously at the supplies piled

about the room. This was the unknown miner’s
headquarters without a doubt. Estes happened to
look at the floor, and a chill swift as lightning swept
through his body at what he saw. There were the
shadows of Connel, LaVoy, and himself, and_ be-

tween himself and Connel was a fourth and taller
shadow. He swung round, and as he did so the
long, gaunt figure glaring at them snarled, “Drop
your guns.”
:
They did so, for the man facing them with a wildly insane look in his eyes held a long-barreled Colt
in his right hand.

“Get outside!” he shrilled.

“I'll kill all of you.”

The others with horror in their minds realized
that the old man was insane.

“But wait!” the old man smiled evilly. “I can
use you to mine my ore, perhaps.” He pondered in
silence, and the wind eddied through the forest, and

blew his scraggly beard. “I have it!” he chuckled.
“T’ll close the entrance to the valley, so we won't be
bothered with any others coming in to disturb us.”
He produced a coil of rope and forced Estes to
bind the others to trees. Estes made the rope purposely loose, but the old man made an inspection,

and finding the rope loose, screeched and ordered
Estes to tie them right, or he'd blowall their brains
out. The old man might have been off his base in
some ways, but in others he was crafty and smart.
He took the other guns for himself, and then or-

dered Estes up in the loft of the log-cabin, to bring
down several boxes. They contained dynamite.
Estes, covered by the old man’s guns, was obliged to
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from Estes, leaped to his feet, struck a match and

lit the fuses. Estes was up right away, too, but before he could put out the fuses the old man was
back on top of him, and they went down in the
dirt again. Estes realized that when the blast occurred they would be buried beneath tons of rock.
The fuse sputtered, sizzled, and burned swiftly as
he strained frantically to get to his feet. Then the
others were there pulling him loose.
“Quick!” he screamed, “through the cave.”
They hurtled into the black opening, out the
other side through the falls, and as they raced down
the trail there came a succession of sharp blasts behind them which went splintering off into the peaks.
They turned to see the mountain, still terrifyingly
close, rear suddenly to life, and settle down a few

feet in a rumbling thunder of falling rock. Dust
shrouded the shaking rims blazing red in the noonday sun, dust shrouded the men as they fell to the
ground from the shock, dust blotted out towers,

spires and monuments of rock toppling majestically
form the heights, and Rainbow Falls stopped,
paused, and poured in a shimmering cascade off
down the rocky slope in a new direction. Abruptly the roaring clamour was gone echoing off into
the peaks, and there was silence once more. The
valley of lost gold was closed and sealed forever.
Estes stared at the old Colt revolver which he
had snatched from the ground, as he fled from the
valley. Stamped on the barrel were the initials J.

S. H. The mystery of White Harvard’s long-lost
brother was solved.

College Clippings
e By Jack the Clipper

I did not know before that—
“Swell” is used to describe 2,972 situations.
4 + 8
A fine of six cents is inflicted on students of

Union College who are caught wearing hats within
the walls of the college.
oe ee 2
A well-known professor is supposed to have said:
“If college students are the cream of the world,
then God pity the skim milk.”
ee eee oe
Parson Weems attributed to George Washington
the cheery tree story, which he had found in the
works of an English minister who told the anecdote
about a boy named John who cut down an apple
tree.
a
ee ee

The original of Poe’s “Raven” was “The Fu-niao,
or Bird of Fate,” written by the Chinese poet Kai
Yi, an exiled minister of state, in the second cen-

turyB.C.

4.1% -& * om
Cigarette coupons are being used as currency by
the natives of Java. (All backed by Old Gold, eh?)
‘4 4.4 *&
It is no excuse to flunk a True and False Test,

just because your mother did not teach you the difference between right and wrong.
+ +s *& &
Radio-hatched chicks apparently like their musical mother, judging from the way they hop around
among the tubes.
il ggg
At the University of Wisconsin this year 1300 to
1500 students are working for meals alone, while an
additional 500 to 700 cook for themselves and manage to exist on 25 cents a day.
ose KC eo
oe
A teacher gave an “A” to a pupil, who when requested to translate “I have been” into Latin,
spouted “Phooey!”
eos

ee

Vassar is one of the few colleges to have its

motto in English.

ee ae ee
Professors at Ohio University have arranged for
a nine-piece band to play reveille on the steps of
the library every morning in order to popularize
eight o’clock classes.

During the past few months a number of college
graduates applied for work at Sing Sing Prison.
They offered to work as guards, or in any capacity,
for just food and housing.
£28 Bas
Bismarck, the Iron Chancellor, remained a glutton until the end of his life. A typical meal consisted of soup, plump trout, roast veal, three large
sea-gulls’ eggs, and caviar, washed down with much
beer and burgundy.
*

*

*

*

*

*

At the college of Berea, located in the hills of

Kentucky, students pay their bills with buckets of
sorghum molasses, hickory-smoked bacon, hams,
butter, and eggs.
* OK OK OK OK Ok
A sailor, enrolled at U. C. L. A., tattooed several

mathematical equations on his left arm the night
before a scheduled math exam.
e RI
le
Out of the 1,500,000 graduates of American col-

leges in 1933, only 15 per cent found jobs.
ee ee ee
A professor of Romance Lanuages at G. W. U.
says that “you all” is correct language since the
French people have been using it for centuries.
x wim L
elle
A “how to keep thin” course has been instituted
at St. Stephen’s College at Columbia, Mo.
ee
EE gal
At the University of Puerto Rico a student bit a
professor who had flunked his brother. The professor was administered anti-tetanus sera, the student
was administered charges of assault and battery,

and the brother he flunked was administered the air.
ea eT ee
A graduate nurse for the college book store is being planned by Westminster College. Her duties
will be to quote prices and administer smelling salts.

(The Tower, Catholic U., reports: “We need about
four graduate nurses here.)
|
2
At St. John’s College, a student, on being rebuked for not taking notes in a course, countered

with: “My father took this same course, and I have
his notes.”
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The Stadium Spectator
e By Jim Brown
HORSEHIDE AND PIGSKIN
With the coming of Spring, the collegiate sport
cycle quite naturally turns to baseball, and throughout the nation the plaintive “Play ball!” is being
sounded.
But the students and outsiders are not as responsive to this cry as they are to the opening
kick-off or the tip-off.

It is indeed unfortunate, but

the grand old game of baseball does not have the
pull over the collegiate sport fans that characterizes football, or even basketball.

What is the reason for this general lack of inter-

est in collegiate baseball as against football?
There have been any number of theories advanced
on the subject, the sum-total of them all being:
1. Late spring and early summer are not generally conducive to “wim, wiggor and witality” as
is autumn.
2. There is more spectacle to football than to
baseball, that is, the cash customers crowd their

way into already crowded stadia, not solely because
of the prospect of the game itself, but rather to
watch the cheering section in action, to hear the
rival bands play, and to watch the banners wave.
3. There is more physical contact to football.
Americans like their sport rough. When “Siwash” meets “Paducah Tech” in the “crooshial”
game, the fans would rather watch a halfback carry
a football fifty yards than watch a third baseman hit
a baseball twice that distance.

A NEW DEAL FOR BASEBALL
College authorities, realizing the foregoing disadvantages of baseball, have curbed that sport’s activities to a great extent—so much so, that in many

colleges, the sport has been discontinued altogether.
Now the question arises, “Is such an action fair

to the students?”

College sports should be carried on for the benefit
of the students, either for the physical development

of the participants or the entertainment of the nonparticipants.
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It is said that baseball doesn’t pay for itself and
hence is a drawback to the athletic program.
In
view of the evidence presented, it would seem that
football, being a paying sport, should shoulder the
expense of the non-paying sports.
The baseball player worked just as hard at his
sport as the football player did at his. It is not the
baseball player’s fault that there are only fifty peo-

ple in the stands instead of ten thousand or more.
Why should he be forced to discontinue his athletic career?
If American colleges are not to lose baseball altogether, something drastic must be done. The
action taken must be definite and must be universal,
It must be to the advancement of sport in general
and not necessarily to baseball in particular. It
must be to the moral and physical welfare of the
entire student body.
Shaving expenses to the minimum and making
football pay the deficit is the only solution. As to
the lowering of expenses, the most probable plan

would be through the co-operation of all the colleges in the playing exclusively of /“home-andhome” games. In this manner a goodly number of
games could be scheduled, students would have
their interest revived, and the game itself would

benefit.
BASEBALL ON THE LOCAL LOT
The baseball situation at the University of Dayton is typical of the situation. The students view
baseball passively.
Abbreviated and colorless schedules have caused
this sentiment.
Invariably, more students will be found watching
spring football practice than baseball practice. Foot
ball appeals to the schoolboy emotions like no other
sport, because it is colorful.
If such an appeal can be built up for baseball
through the foregoing plan, then college authorities
can look with pride at their athletic program as being a well-balanced unit, and not an over-emphasized football carnival.

Joe Spatz
BAKERY

ALOIS MAYER
FRANK C. SCHULZE

P. A. ENGLER
CHARLES BERECZ

The Dayton Monument Co.
Office: 1101 Brown Street (Cor. Frank St.)

1337 WEST SECOND ST.

Works: Alberta Street at Penn. Railroad
LS Phone: FUlton 1362

_ Telephone FUlton 4832

DAYTON, OHIC

Hollenkamps

Ask the U. of D. Boys,
They know!

Westbrock
Funeral Home
1713 South Wayne Ave.
PHONES
1361——MAdison——3311

- Beer
Dark Cream Ale
VERY

REFRESHING

“Ambulance Service by Appointment”

Val. Hegman

Sodas
In all Assorted Flavors and the Very Best
Just phone what you want and we will deliver to you

Dealer in and Manufacturer of

Trunks
Bags

Ice

Suit Cases
Harness
TRUNKS & SAMPLE WORK
A SPECIALTY
Repairing of All Kinds
ADams 5652

The Hollenkamp Products Co.
TELEPHONE Fulton 3422

136 EAST THIRD STREET

The Dayton
Stencil Works Co.
Steel Stamps—Rubber Stamps
Seals—Badges—Engravings
Stencils
113 E. SECOND ST.
Phone ADams 1432

Dayton, O.

Patronize
Our
rrr.

Advertisers

Pesige

IF you’re feeling low in spirit,
Full of trouble—none to hear it,

A. C. Giambrone

Curled up glumly in a chair
Because your man marooned you there,

WHOLESALE
FRUITS

Don’t sit in sadness all alone,

But travel home by telephone;
For even if you’ve lost your beau,
These “consolation” rates are low.

ADams 1002

112 COMMERCIAL STREET

This Magazine ts
Our Product

Ge
J.C. Bay Printing
Company

no

LR,

%

+

THE OHIO BELL TELEPHONE CO.
205-207-209 S. JEFFERSON ST.

